d made the Fra to rin 
© ces ſeem to delight 
ln Monmonth and the Xing. 


I +. They toſt their Hats up to the Sky, 
'The Belk did ſweetly ſound, 
ek young Fames was all the cry, 
— was f. — 
res they expreſt their joy 
9. — Zors and City. 
ſcarce could ſee one Tory bey, 
Ohl was not that a pitty. '* 


The Rich as well as Poor, 
nought but Monmosrh on their Tongue, 
every Loyal Door, 
His Pr ſcace made them all gejoyce, 
AH man Was he, 
d prevail with his loud voice, 
This Noble Dake to ſee. 


ſullen look we could not find, 
Where ever Monmouth went. 

The Nobles were excceding kind, 
He gave them great content, 

His very Preſenes like the Sun, 
Did drive the Clouds away, 

Their Glory they did think begun, 
And bell that Happy day. 


And then began the Royal Cp 
r To pals from — to hand, 
And all with joy did Dri#k it up 
And wiſht us Peace th Land,. 
The Maſick playd, and ſome did Sing, 
The —1 is paſt we hope, 
Long live Great Charles our Sacred Xing 
1 be Devil con ſound the Pope. 


LY 


— 1 
* 


oy 


7 * Gray and Green, both old and young, 


| He caſt a Cloud upon the Sas, | 
And would not let it Shine, | 
| The Thread that thou for him haſt Span, 7” 

About thy Neck may twine. . 


* 


12 7. But now our San with muck more Glory, 


Shoots forth bis Golden Rays, - | 
And now in fpight of every 2 a7, LN 
| He has his former Praiſe, | 
He ſhews much brighter than before 
Your exvy makes him Shine, 
Buclewgh and and Monmouth we adere, 


And ſcorn the Popsſb Line. 


8. In Xing and yk. * delight, 
And for their lives we 8 
it's they muſt dothe Free- — e 
It's they and only they ; 
If they be for us, where's the evil 
That we can undergo, 
We fear no Dake, no Pope, nor Divel, 
| Nor any other Foe. 
9. Long may the "ond his beſt Son, 
Be ble with Foy and Peace, 
And may their Threads of life be Spun 
| Till al | our ſorrows ceaſe 


Nay may they live and never oye, 
In everlaſting Bliſs, SY 
| And may their Foes take Wings and d ; 
| Toth' Arms of Plato's Miſs. 5 | 


10. May their old Zovenew bud again, 

May Charles his Sow imbrace, | 
| Theo we'l ſcorn Rome, and n and Spain, 
Our ſtrength is in his Grace, 

If Fath-r and the Sox agree, 
| Then Maven is on our fide, + 

| And then O!d Pope, a fig for thee, 

| | That makes our Breach ſo wide. 


bo, Printed for 7b. Fohnſon, 1682. 


